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"A FINE PERFORMANCE, I thought, didn't you?" "Yes,
but I heard it done recently at La Scala." So often does
the speaker try not to emphasise the last sentence, imply-
ing a wealth of concealed knowledge which longs to be
unleashed.

There are, of course, magnificent performances of
opera all over the world, but somehow this theatre in
Milan holds the pride of place in the hearts of all lovers
of romantic opera; there is ever present the urge at some
time to make a pilgrimage to La Scala.

From the outside it looks rather unobtrusive for an
opera house, with a frontage about the size of Drury
Lane. Inside, you at once begin to absorb the atmosphere
which has not varied much since Stendhal, a con-
temporary of Napoleon, described it in Chartreuse de
Parme.

The police wear the Napoleonic uniforms with cocked
hats designed when the Emperor was in Milan in 1814.
You will notice Italian officers in their full-dress uniform
hurrying to the boxes reserved for the Army and the Air
Force, also that eighty per cent of the audience wear tail-
coats and white ties.

Inside in the stalls nearly everybody is standing up,
and you watch the lighted clock above the top of the
stage register eight fifty-five. As it swings round to
nine the huge chandelier with 365 bulbs goes out, leav-
ing the box lights only.
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